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menced to get more difficult. This way certainly
gave no indications of a good route through to the
Oriente.
On the following day we took a somewhat lower
line, and after many hours of laborious climbing
reached the lip of a small sheltered valley set high
up in the mountain. We were now some 10,000 feet
up, and the two days3 delay on that false
"Margasitas" had been a severe drain on our
provisions.
The valley wherein we now pitched camp was
almost fantastic. In appearance a small grassy oval,
perhaps six hundred yards in length by four hun-
dred in width, it was entirely surrounded by tower-
ing mountain-peaks except for a narrow cleft on
one side where a stream which passed through the
centre of the valley flowed between the rocky walls
to a lip and formed a cascade to plunge several
hundred feet to the river below.
As we entered, the sun chose to make one of its
rare appearances. Bees, butterflies, and birds flitted
about; and the sudden change from the dismal rain-
swept mountains and bitter cold revived everyone's
spirits. Lovely as the spot was, it would become a
potential death-trap in the event of a cloud-burst
such as Colonel Brooks met, upon the surrounding
mountains.
Near the lip was the highest ground in the valley,
with a solitary tree growing on it. Bill and I picked
one slight rise; old Q and the peons another; all